Tie Nisilin Road
bustards among the periwinkles which, growing to the
height of a foot or so, swished like water against the run-
ning board and made it seem as if land and sky and the
hills of Jebel Judi were washed by the same misty blue of
spring.
The bustard is inadequately protected against its own
stupidity by a law which forbids people to shoot it from
a car, but no one of the tribesmen think of this. Shaikh
Ajil drove round and round in narrowing circles while
the harassed bird waited in the centre, like a foolish female
on an island in the traffic, panic-stricken while the road is
clear, but nerved at last to make an unreasonable dash
when she can commit suicide under three taxis at once:
just so the bustard, watching our noisy engine approach as
it were, from every side in turn, remained stationary,
craning its neck, and at last rose slowly to fly when the
Shaikh's gun was upon him. We had him for supper.
Nothing could be more peaceful than, these hours of
motoring in the desert, except for a qualm or two now
and then, when for some reason or other the landscape
ceased to be flat and put our black chauffeur off his stride.
We stopped for instance with half our two front wheels
over the hollow edge of the old canal bed before it became
manifest that our engine, though willing to go forward,
was incapable of backing, and a descent sideways had to